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TO THE 


HUMANE SOCIETY: 


STROPHE LI. 


— hail th' eternal beam, 
Thy foſt'ring ſmiles impart ! 


Fair Virtue wakes thy ſpotleſs Theme, 
Thy Throhe the gen'rous heart! 
Hail, Source of Joy! my Song pervade; 
The Bard demands no Muſe's aid, 
B 2 / If 


133 1 
If Thou inſpir'ſt the Man; 


Teach Me from Paſſion's wilds to fly, 
In Her, thine Handmaid Charity, 

To trace Perfection's plan ! 
Truth's image ſtamp'd on Nature's ſeal, 


Humanity for Man muſt feel. 


| ANTISTROPHE I. 
To . voice though Wit diſpenſe 
The richeſt ſtores of Eloquence, 

On ev'ry Note of Wiſdom's tongue 

The Muſick of Perſuaſion hung, 

Still vibrating with magick charm, 

The Brave to ſoothe, the Dull to warm, 
Ev'n though an Angel ſpake, a clear 
Calm whiſper through the conſcious Ear 


Flows to the heart, in rapture flows, 


And lures the finer thrill of ſympathetick woes. 


EPODE 
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'EPODE I. 


The tear to wipe, to check the ſigh, 
To watch the pangs of Sorrow's bed, 
Hygeia's genial balm ſupply, 
And pillow'd Care with Roſes ſpread, 
The Tenant fits of tranſient Clay, 
Who cheers a fellow-pilgrim's way; 
Bids Comfort's ſcenes his hour attend 
- With Brother, Father, Wiſe, and Friend. 5 
Lo! Infants claſp the parent knee, 


And lift their hands in vows: for Thee! 


Dear to a World be Wealth's, be Grandeur's toys! 


Thy richer meed on Earth a taſte of heay'nly Joys. 


STROPHE II. 
Her Sons a Country's voice demands 
To Life's protracted Day; 
By Toil, that ſtrings their honeſt hands, 
Their beſt of Thanks they pay. 


Reſtor d * 
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Reſtor'd to Health, to Peace, the Train 
: Beat the loud anvil, plough the plain, 

The ſails of Commerce ſpread : 
See ! through its walks the buzzing e 
Bids the luxuriant Sweets revive ! 

e ſullen Drones are fled : 
Each Bee, arous'd to gainful zeal, 
Boaſts in his own the gen'ral weal. 


ANTISTROPHE U. 


And know, ye Gay, on Pleaſure's wing 


Who dream of Youth th' unvary'd Spring, 

Or toſt in low Ambition's hour, 

Ye flutt'rers on the gale of Power, 

Or You, ye ſlaves of ſordid breaſt, 

Poſſeſſing Wealth, by Wealth poſſeſs'd, 

With care for ſplendid Nothings fraught, 

And ye, whoſe care to baniſh thought, 

Life's humbler doom inſtruct the pride of ſtate, 

How little are the Gay, the Wealthy, and the Great ! 
EPODE 


— 


EPO DE IL. 


Yet beats the heart, ere clos'd to ſleep 
The ſcarce-uplifted, languid, Eye, 

Whoſe throbs no ling'ring vigils keep 
To hail Aurora's orient ſky ? 

Tis Nature ſpeaks ! her dictates move, 

In ev'ry pulſe, of life the love; 

See! palſy'd Age, whoſe reſtleſs frame 

Leaves not a wreck behind,“ diſclaim 

Death's ſurly nod ! Thy enfeebled Seer 

Might hope one, one ele g year; 

His modeſt ſuit, © Oh! yet another Sun q 

4 Much ſill is to be wiſh'd, and much is to be done.” 


— 


$TROPHE i. 
Much to be wiſl'd, be done by All ! 
An injur'd Saviour bleeds; 
His Will be Man's, wwost hallow'd call 
A firm obedience leads. 
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But mark !—in yon ſequeſter'd vale 
Compaſſion prompts Afliction's tale, 
Where fickle Fortune ſmil'd ; 
Mark to her frown the ſpirit bend, 
Each ſlacken'd Nerve its pow'r ſuſpend, 
And ev'ry Senſe beguil'd: 
What Victim, fearleſs of the Rod, 
Boldly invades th' avenging God? 
 _ ANTISTROPHE m. 
Save me !—that ſhriek !—the fangs of Care | 
Rude graſp yon Statue of Deſpair; 
Some famiſh'd Raven, wing'd to flight, 
Screams for his prey—ah !—no !—the ſight, 
As wide the ſounds of Anguiſh roll, 
Spreads all of horrors over the ſoul, 
And wroſts us from Ourſelves—the cries 
Untune the muſick of the ſkies ; 
While pauſing Seraphs bend their lining ears, 
To ſoothe the bitter pang commiſſion'd from the Spheres, 
EPODE 
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EPODE I. 
She ſighs, ſhe weeps ; ſhe wrings her hand! ! . | 
Catch, Pity, catch the ſtream of Tears, 8 
Meek Queen of Virtue! on Rp Strand | 
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A Monument of Grief the rears. . 
And lo! impatient for the Grave | + 
Fell Suicide ſhe wooes the wave; . | 
Panting the liquid Hills the Twins, N 

Till struggling, faint, her weary'd limbs, 

Her Winding-Sheet of Death the Deep 
Wrap'd o'er her frame, the weight of Sleep 
Inſenſible each loaded pulſe oerpowrs, 

That falters, ere it ſtops to cloſe —— hours. 


STROPHE 1v, 
Yet ſtops to beat again ; thou Son bl 
Of medicinal Art, | 
To heal the Frame's Diſtemper run, 
To probe the wounded heart! 


[ 14 ] 
No frowns the gen'rous aid deny ; 
Slowly ſhe heaves the leaden Eye 
| Of witching radiance reft : | 
In Virgin-bloom her N Truth 5 
Spoil'd by the lov'd, the faithleG Youth, | 
What ray of Comfort left? 


What laſt, laſt gleams of Hope attend? 


Ev'n. CONSCIENCE is no more the Friend. 


ANFISTROPHE Iv. 
What Infants theſe > ſweet: Innocence, 

Thy Slumbers o'er their lids diſpenſe. | 
Thy Image, They ! too ſoon. te. break 

Their little heart · ſtrings! ſee, they Wake, 

A loſt, loſt Mother ta deplore, . 
Nurſe of their ; years no more:? 3» 
Yon Corſe emboſomd by the Tide- 55 

Is All their With, is All their Pride . 
Worldling, of Want the widow'd vidim ſee, | 
Who Theſe her Orphan-Babes reſi igns to Bev and Thee! 


EPODE 
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EPODE Iv. 


F ull many a Wretch abſorb'd in frife 
May grudge the lingring hour of breath ; 
Each Avenue of welcorn'd Life 
Oft mourns the grizly train of Death. 
Yes! Father Thames, tho? blithe and gay A 
As Airs that fan the a Day, | 
Buoy'd on thy limpid glaſs the Band 
Frolick, as Health and Joy command, 
Clouds o'er the vary'd Welkin roll: 
The Triumphs of the Parent's ſoul, 
Some Youth, whoſe Genius rousd, ſome Townſhend falls, 
And ſwells the ſcene of Woe through lov'd Etonias Walls. | 


STROPHE V. 
Pauſe, Travller, o'er yon Hero's Tomb ! | 4 
In vain his piercing Eye 
Explor'd, when ſuch the untimiely doom, 
Each India's diſtant ſky. 


C 2 Stretch'd 
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Stretch d o'er the Surge the ſwelling Sail 
Struts to the proſp rous blaſt; they hail 


Their Country's honour' Charms ;. 
A Wife thy ev'ry Care's controul 3 


Awaits, oh, Chief! with thrilling Soul 


Awaits thy longing Arms! 
See the fond Fair-one !—from her ſight 


Plung'd in the Wave thou fink'ſt to N ight. 


| ANTISTROPHE V. 
Thy bridal Sweets the ſtreaming Tear, 
Thy bridal Couch an Huſband's bier, 


Say, hapleſs Wife, what Pangs were Thie? 


Thou droop'ſt, as droops the tender Vine | 


Robb'd of its Guardian Elm |—yet weep 

No. more the horrort of the deep! 

Awhile the tributaty Sigh | 

To Worth, like His, thy love ſupply ! 

His doom a Kingdoms loſs | yet know, the Duſt 


Sounds from its dreary Shrine, that Heav'n's Decrees are juſt! 
EPODE 


EPO DE V. 
Too cruel Ocean! Thou, whoſe Zone 
of Glory wraps my native Shore, 
Why give her Warrior-ſons to moan 
The Sorrows of thine hoſtile roar ?: | 
Triumphant mid the din of Arms 
Their ſteady Virtues brave th' alarms 2 


Why, when to ſnatch, their darling Claim, 


Freſh Laurels from the hand of Fame, 
 Impatient for the faviring gale, 
Why cloſe their voice to Rapture's Tale = 


Leagwd with diſaſtrous Fate, in ſavage mirth 


[ 


Why kope th' in glorious Tomb to Kerapenſed and Worth: 


31 R OP HE vI. 
Unconſcious that their laſt, dread hour 
Hangs o'er the parting breath, 
They ſee no Clouds' impending lour, . 
No billow fraught with Death; 


And 


| 
| 


© 
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And they, who. ply their buſy ſkill, 
And they, whoſe taſk is Pleaſure's will, 

And they, whoſe anxious Care 
Had watch'd, the Mother o'er her Boy, 
The Siſter o'er a Brother's Joy, 

Had Heaven indulgd the Prayer, 

Thy Havock, Death; ſome tranſient Few 


Sav'd ev'ry anguiſh to renew. 


ANTISTROPHE VI. 


Vet, Ocean, Moraliſt of Woe, 


From Thee the kind Inſtructions flow; 
For Thou, my Country's Guardian, Guide, 
To Victry bidſt her Navies ride; 


gut hark! while Muſick's ſacred ſound 


Lulls ev'ry ruder ſenſe around, 
The Train * from Pity wooe relief ! 
Appeals to ſympathetick Grief ; 


* Allufion to the Anniverſary Meeting of the Society, at which various 
Objects, who have experienced the Bleflings of the Inſtitution, are intro- 
duced, while a Spiritual Song is performed with accompanying Inſtruments. 


The 


LG. > 
The Parent's, Infant's meek- according Charms : 


To meet the Social Sigh he lifts his little arms. 


| EPODE VI. 
Hark ! they approach, the ghaſtly race ! 
From Death each reſcued feature ſcan ; 
In ev'ry look of An guiſh trace 
The Spectre of what oxcE was Man! 
Wrap'd on the Parent's quiet breaſt 
The Infant's lid is lulrd to Reſt; 
The Parent, late with ſorrow wild, 
No longer moans a breathleſs Child; 
The Seer enjoys Life's ev'ning ſhade, 
The Lover ſeeks the faithful Maid ; 


Soft Gratitude, thy tear ſteals down the Cheek; 
The language of the heart its more than Accents ſpeak. 


s TROPHE 
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 STROPHE vi. 


Ye tutelary Saints, who ope 


2 Th Aſylum's foſrring door, 
N Who gild with cheering beams of Hope 
The Cottage of the Poor : 


| 

| 

| | Feel in your Souls the TRUELY Great! 

Who ſave on Subject to the State, 

ONE Sinner to his Gop ! | 

On ſuffring hows while Mem'ry bent 

Wakes new-born CONSCIENCE to repent 
Each path by Folly wad: 

Worth's Medal Yours ſurpaſſing far 

The Ribbon's pride, and launting Star. 


ANTISTROPHE VII. 
Burſt from the barriers of the Tomb, 
Be Thine no Tempeſt's menac'd gloom ! | 
The choral Hymn of Muſick raiſe 
Attun'd to conſecrating praiſe ! 


7 | | . To 


TT 


To Heav'n the breath of Rapture wing; 


Strike, ſtrike the Harp's congenial ftring ; 
That Harp, whoſe living Notes inſpire 


Faith's hallow'd Thought with holy fire; | 


That Harp, oh! IESSE's Son, of ſov'reign Pow'r, 


Sole Solace of a Throne, when black Afflictions low'r ! 


EPODE VII. 
„Loud from the Wat'ry Depths my Call; 
* Indulgent to the voice of Woe, 
* CREATOR, SAVIOUR, GOD OF Alx, 
Thou lift'ſt nie from the gulphs below. 
„How oft my daring Crimes offend ! 
„Still art Thou near, art till the Friend, 
* Long ere the Morning-watch the Pray'r, 
« Ere the firſt Watch of Dawn, my Care, | | 2 
ce Thou Mercy's Lord !-—my ſtrains impart 
© That Incenſe, which thou lov'ſt, an heart, 
«© Where calm Contrition dwells—oh ! ISRAEL, ſee 
„The kind, forgiving Gor, who deigns a ſmile on Thee!” 
D ODE 


O D 


PERFORMED BEFORE THE GOVERNORS 


HUMANE S0 CIE T Y. 
The MUSIC compoſed by Mr. HIN DLE. 


RE CITATIVE. 
13 thee, the faireſt, as the beſt, 

ol Virtues beaming in the breaſt, 
Nam d from our nature's ſelf, thy plan 
To nies the wok of man, 

The feſtal hour inſpires, to thee | 


A willing muſe awakes, oh! lovd Humanity. 


D 2 AIX. 


1E 
A 1 R. 


Humanity, thy ſofter charms | . 
Smile mid the battle's rude alarms ; 
Bid ev'ry ſullen paſſion ceaſe, ho 
And tune the happier notes of peace.. 


— 


RECITATIVE. 

Peace, more refin'd than her, whoſe boaſt 

Attemp'ring fooths a jarring hoft, - 

Till, for a nothin g rouz'd to hoſtile ire, 

Fell Diſcord graſps the brand that ſets a world on fire. 


IX. 
Not ſuch the peace, whoſe lenient zeal, 
Compaſſion's handmaid, through the heart 
Spontaneous for a brother's weal 
Beats, loudly beats, and plucks the dart, 
That feſt'ring lurks within; thine, native Soil, 


Bleſt queen of Iſles, the deed of ſympathetic toil. 


CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
In arms prepar'd to meet the foe, 
I ſee thy bluſh of honour glow, 
I Thy thunder's voice I hear. 
Tho” hoſts combin'd to vengeance yield, 
I woo thee in a nobler field; 
0 genuine glory dear: 


High o'er the fate of war thy triumphs tow'r, 


While calm'd by meek diſtreſs the victor's ſtandards low'r. 


bh 


DU 
Say, ev'ry ſpot where mis'ry's tear 
Thy bleeding boſom pants to cheer; 
Thou, to whoſe hallow'd ſenſe conſign'd 
The maim'd, the ſick, the ag'd, the blind; 
Chief of thy love the ſocial train, 
| Whoſe rapture is the ſigh Humane: 
For thine the ſigh, . whoſe ſweetly whiſper'd breath 
Recalls the umb ring /park, and gilds the ſhades of death. 
6 AIR. 
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A STR. 
See where they come !—oh ! ſpirit, roll 
Thy pureſt fervour to my ſoul, | 
Pure as the Serap/'s hymn ; his ear 
Bend from the heaven of heavens to hear. 
— When clog'd ack enen of life, 
Clos'd to each earthly joy, each carthly ſtrife, 


Plung'd in the horrors of the wave, 


Humanity, tis thine to ſave. 


SEMI CHORUS. 
Briſk heaves the pulſe, the genial currents flow, 


They live, to comfort live, and lull the kindred woe. 


CHORUS. 
Thou God of Hoſts, whoſe ruling force 
Controuls the tempeſt in its courſe, 
Whoſe awe-commanding ſounds declare, 
« Thus far, nor farther, OCEAN, dare; 


Eternal 


1 
Eternal pow'r ! if ſuch thy will, 
Thy ſmile our mercy's taſk fulfil ; 
Ours be the ſinner's pang to heal, 


Be his for others pangs to feel ; 


And each, accordant to Thr Wonp's decree, 


Devote the life, thou gav'ſt, to gratitude and THEE. 
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